He looked at his watch. 'It is now eleven twenty. How
long ago did you return?'

'About fifteen minutes ago. But I did not go to the
suitcase straight away. As soon as I saw what had hap-
pened, I came straight to you. It is disgraceful,' I added
lamely.

He nodded and eyed me speculatively. 'Do you mind
coming down to my office. Monsieur? I should like a
detailed description of the missing objects.'

'Certainly. But I must warn you, Monsieur,' I
mumbled, 'that I shall hold you responsible and that 1
shall expect the immediate return of the valuables and
the punishment of the thief.'

'Naturally,' he said politely. 'I have no doubt that 1
shall be able to return your property to you within a
very short time. There is no cause for you to worry.'

Feeling rather like an amateur actor who has forgotten
his lines, I followed Koche down to his office. He closed
the door carefully, drew up a chair for me and picked up
a pen.

'Now, Monsieur. The cigarette-case first, if you please.
It is, I think you said, a gold one.'

I looked at him quickly. He was writing something on
the paper. I panicked. Had I said that it was a gold one
when we were coming up from the beach? For the life
of me I could not remember. Or was he trying to trap
me? But I had an inspiration.

'No, a silver case, gold lines. It has,' I said, warming
to my work, 'my initials, "J.V.", engraved in one corner
and is machined on the outside. It holds ten cigarettes
and the elastic is missing.'

Thank you, and the chain?'

I remembered a second-hand chain I had seen dis-
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